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CHAPTER X111,
o i
A produesd  Bim  an

premptiy that nobody had

fima to remember (he pro-

feaslonal Aoctor's  wislte
don’t ususlly have cards or thought
1o look at the card for enlightenment
fo the surpriss was complete when
e doclor appeared,

“Juhnny Mewitt!" gjuculated Allan,
threwing out both handa in greeting
“Of all peoplal Wall, you old fraud,
pretandiog to be & dostor! The last
I besard about you, vou were irying
e prove that you weren't the man
that tied a muls Intu old Bumeriey's
chalr at rollage”

“l mever did prove 1L responded
Johnny Mewiti, shaking hands vigur-
ously, "bu: the fellows said aftor-
wards that I cught to apologize tao
the muie. He was a perfoctly good
mule. Hut 'm & doetor all mght. 1
lws hore In Wallraven 1 wondersd
If it might be you by any ehance,
Allan, when 1 heard some Murring-
teus had bought here, Hut this s
the first chance & promising Young
chickenpox epidemio has given me to
find out.”

“It's what's left of me,” sald Allun,
amiling ruefully. “"And—Fhyllis, thin
doctor-person turne out to be an old
friend of mina. This Lo Mrs. Harring-
ton, Johany."

“Oh, I'm #so glad!" beamed Plyllls,
springing up from her hammock, and
looking as if she loved Johnny. Harae
was exactly what was noeded- some-
body for Allan to play with!

Bhe made herself delightful to the
nawecomer for a few minutes, and
then excused herself. They would
have a better time alone, for awhile,

any way, and there was dinner to
urder.
Maybe this Johnny Hawitt.dootor

would stay for dinner. He should i*
she couwid make Uim! B8he sang n
littie on her way to the house, and
nimost forgot the tiny hurt (t had
bean when Allan seomed wso  gad-
dened when speaklng of Loulso Frey,

Bhe had no right to feel hurt, she
knew. It was oniy to be expectad
that Allun would alwavs love Lou-
Ise's memory. Hhe didn't Kiow mueh
about men, but that was the way 1t
always was in stories.

A man's heart would dis, under an
automoblle or anywhere alsa, and all
there was left for anybody elsa was
leavinge. It wasn't falir!

And then Phyllis threw back her
shoulders and laughad, ns she bad
sometimes In the library days, and
reminded herself what a nlee world
it was, anyway, and that Allan waa
golng to be much helped Ly Johnny
Hawitt, That was a chearing thought,
anyhow, Bhe went on einging, and
ordered a beautiful, festively-varied
dinner, & very poem of gratitude,
Then she pounced on the doctor as
he wap leaving and made him stay
for It

Allan's eyea wera bright and hins
faos lighted with Interest. Phyllis, at
tha head of iLhe tabla, kept just
enough in tha talk to puah the men
on when [t ssemel fagwing, which
was not often.

Bhe lsarned mors ahout Allan, and
inoidentally Johnny Hewitt, in the
talk an they lingered about the table,
than she had evar known balore.
She and Alian had lived so deliber-
ately in tha placid preasnt, with (ta
almost childish brightuess and inter-
ests, that wshe Kknew scarcely more
about her husband's |ife than tha
De Guenthers had told lher befors
she marrisd him.

Put she could ses tha whole picture
of It aa ghe listened now,; the active,
maerry, brilliant boy wha had worked
and played all day and danced half
the night; whe had lived, It almost
ssemed to her, two or three lives In
one,

And then ths change to the darken-
ed room-~~heipless, unable o move,
with the added sorrow of his swest-
heart's death, and his mothar's delib-
erate fostering of that sorrow, 1t waas
almost o shoek to see him In the
wheel-chair at the foot of the table,
bis feoe lighted with Interest in what
he and his friend were saying.

What [f he did care for Loulse
Frey's mamory stiil! He'd had sueh
e Bard time that anything Phyllls
oould do for him oughta't to be teo
omesah |
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fuut her long years of work had lent |

her, haw yuung and strong and lovely
she waa with the rose eoior In her
cheekha ond the gkt from  aAbeove
making her halr glitter

Aud  suddenly ber silm  young
atrength  and  her  bright  vilality
wenpied *o mogk W, instead of being
o camfor: and pupport as herstofore,
A young beawtifyl, kind girl Mle the'

it war natural she should like Hew.

It And It was golng to came natu
ral to Hewitt 1o like Phyllls, HOJ
could sse that piainiy envuwh

“Tired. Allan MHarvingten?™ ahe

asked brightly, coming over to him
and dropping & light hand on his
chair, In & caregsing little way she
had Aared lately. Kindness!
You, ahe wna the ingarnation of Kind-
pows. Doubtiess she had spoken to and
toucihied those Hitle ragnmufMne she
find told Wim of just so

Mo had ot into & habit of feeling
that Phyilie belonged to him absalute:
ly. Me hiad forgotten—what was It
she hiad sald to him that afterncon,
hulf in fun—but, b, doubticss haif in

carnent' -ahout marrying him for a
rome - gardon?
Bhe had dons Just that. 8he had

never made any secret of It—why, bhow
coulid she, rzrrying him  betors  she
had spoken a half-dozen words
him?  But how wenderful
boen to him since--sometimes almost
as if she carvd fur him

He moved ungraviously, “Don’t
tovich mo, Phyllin!™ he sald ieritabily.
“Wallis! You can wheel me Into my
room,”

“Oh-h!" sald Pbylils. behind him,
The lttle forlorn sound hurt him, but
It pleased him, too., Ho he could hurt
her, i only by rudencas? Waoll, that
Was 4 satafaction. “Shut tue dvor,”
ho ordered Wallis swiflly,

FPhyllls, her Lands ut her thros*,
stood hurt and frightened in  the
micddl: of the room. It never eeourred
to her that Allun was Jealous or ln-
deed that he could care enough fur
her Lo be jealous

It wan talking about Loulse Frey,”
she anld, '*That, and L. Hewi't
bringing up old times, Oh, why did [
ask abuut her? He was vontented--
I know he was contented ! He'd Kotien
to like buving me with liim-—he even
wanted we.  Oh, Allan, Allan!™

she did not want to cry downastalirs,
& slie van for lier own room. Thers
soe threw herself down and cr.ed into
A plilow Ll most of the cane was wat,
Bhe wun sllly—she knew she was Killy

8ho tried to think of all the things
that were stiil hers—the gurdep, the
Walch-bracelet, the leisure, the pretty
Fovins—but nothing, nothing seemed
of any consequence lwaide the fact

that—ahe had not kissed Allan good-
nlght!

1t swemed the most intolerahls thing
that had ever happensd to her.

CHAPTER XIV.

T was Just ne well, perhaps,
that Phyllis did not do
much sleeping that night,
for at about twn Wallis

knocked at her door. 1t seemed like
history repeating itself when he nald:
“Could you come to Mr. Allan, pleasa?
He seemu very bad,”

She threw on the sllk creps neglires
und followed him, just na she had
done bafors, on that long-ngo night
after her mother-in-law had died.

“Lid Dr Hewlitt's viglt overexcite
him, do you think?" ahie asked as they
want,

“I don't know, ma‘am,” Wallis saild,
"He's almost as did am he was after
the old madam died-—you remaember?’

“0h, yes,” sald Phyllls mechanically.
“| remamber,"

Allan Ilay po exactly np he had on
Lthuws olher night, that tho atrangs sur-
roundings seemed Incongrusus, Just
the same, exespt that his restieasness
was more visible, becauss he had more
powar of mollon,

Bhe bent and held the nervously
clenched hundm, &s she hud hefore,
‘“What is It Allan?" she sald sooth-
ngly.

“Nothing," sald her huaband sav-
agely. "Nerves, hysterin=—any other
sllly womanish thing & erippls could
have, Let imo alone, Phyllis, 1 wish
vou could put me out of the way al-
together!"

Phylils made herself laugh, though
hear heart hurried with fright, Hha
had seen Allan suffer badly befors—
ba apathstic, irritabls, deapondant,
but pever in a state where he did net
cling to her,

“I ean't lst you alone” mhe pald
brightly. “I'va come to stay with
you till you feel quleter, . , ,
Would you rather 1 talked to you,
or kept quiet?"

“Oh, do your wifsly duty, what-
ever it 18 he sald. ., . . "It was
& mistaks, the whole thing. Tou've
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done more than your duty, child,
but-—olh, you'd better go away.*

Phyllls’s heart turned over. Was
It as bad as this? Was he os mick
of her as this?

“You mean-—you think," she falter-
ed, "It wan n mistake—our marciage™

"You” he sald restlossly, “Yos . . .
It waan't falr”

Hhe had no means of knowing that
he meant it was unfulr 1o her. Bhe
helil on te herself. {hough felt
her face turning cold with the sud-
den paldlor of fright.

sho

“l think it can be annulied.” she
sld ateadlly, “No, 1 auppose it
wasn't fair”

She wilopped to met her breath

and catah at the only thing that mak-

tervi-=stradiness, quietnoss, ablility
to sasothe Allan!

"It can be atinulled,” she saild,
“Allan, It will tabie quite w whlle,
It can’t e done to-night, or before
YOU aro stronger, So for your own
sake You must 'y lo prest now,
Everythiug shall  come right, |

promise you it shall be annuilod, Hat
forget it now, pleaas, 1 am golng
to hold your wrists and talk to you,
recite things for you, till you go back
o sleep.”

She wondered afterwards how she
could have apoken with that hard
serenlty, how she could have gonw
rtendily on with story after atory,
posm after poem, U Allan's grip on
her handa relaxed, und he fell into
& heavy, Ured sleep,

Bhe sat on the side of the bed and
16oked at him, lylng stlll against his
wide pillowa,

Hhe lookoed and looked, and present-
1y the tears began to mllde silently
down her cheeks, Bhe did not Lift her
hands to wipa them away. Hha sat
und cried silently, openly, like a deso-
Iate, unkindly treated child.

“Mrs, Allan! Mres, Allan, ma‘am!"
came Wallin'a  concernsd  wiisper
from the doorway. “Lion't take it as
hard as that, It's just a little relapss
He was overtired. 1 shouldn't have
nf\!]_nd you, but you always quiet him

Phyllia hrushed off her tears, and
smiiail You seamed to have to do
a0 much smiling In this houss!

T know,"™ she sald, ‘'l worry about
hin condition too much. But you nee

he'n-nall I have Giood-night,
Wallin"

Onece out of Allan's room, she rah
at full spoad till she giined hear own

bed, whers she coull ory in peace
ti! morning if ahe wantied to, with nn
one to Interrupt. That wan all right
The troublsy was going to be next

maornling.

Rut somehow, when morning came,
the old routine was Arogeed through
with. Directinns had to be given the
soervants oax usual, Allan's romfort
and amurement meen Lo, Just as f
nothing had harpened. 1+ was a per

feot dny, golden and perfuomed. with
just that little tang of free) winil
nesa thet Jupe dava have In tne
Northern Stntes. And Allan ausl nat

losa it—ha must he wheeled out intn

tha garden.
Hha came ot ta him, in tha place
whars they usually sat, and sank for

A moment in the hammork, that after-

noon, She bad avoldad him all the
morning

"I just came (o wes If evervihing
was all right,” shie sald, leaning tn.
ward Mm In that childlike, sarpnest
way he knew mo wall. "I don't need
tn stay hera If T worry vou'"

“T'd rather; you'd stay. If vou don't
mind,” he ahewered, FPhylils looked
at him Intently. was whits and
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dispirited, and his volee was 1latless,
Uh, Phyllls thought, if Llouise Frey
had only been Kind enough to die in
babyhood, instead of under Allan's
automoblle! What eould there have
been nbout her to hold Allan so long?
Bhis glanced nt his weary face aguin.
This would never do! What had como
to be her dominant instinet, keeping
Allan's spirita up, emboldened her to
bend forward, and even laugh a little,

“"Come, Allan!" she sald, “"Even It
wa'te not going to stay together al.
ways, wo might as well be cheerful
till we do part. We used to b good
frionds nnuu;h‘ Can't wa ba so a
itle longer?" It sounded heariless
to her aftor she hud sald 1t but It

seomod the only way to speuk. She
emiled at bm bravely,

Allan luoked at her mutely for a
moment, as if she hmd hurt him

“You're right,” he sald suddenly,
“Therv’'s no thne but the pressnt,
after all, Come over here, clower Lo
me, Phyvills, You've bean awfully
gond to me, child- sn't thers any-

thing -anything 1 could do for you
somathing you could remember aftor-
wird, and sav, ‘Well, he did that for
me, anyway'™

Phyilla's eyes filled with tears. “You
have given me sveryvthing already,”
aho pald, cat-hing her breath. &She
dldn’t foel an If sho could stand much
mora of this,

"Everythlng!™ he sald bitterly. “No,
1 haven't. 1 ocan't give you what
every girl wanta—a well, sirong man
to be her husband—the health and
;!renuth thiat any man In the strest
an

"Oh, don"t speak that way, Allan'"

Bhe Lent over him sympathetically,
moved by hin words, In another mo-
ment  tha misunderstanding might
have been straightendd out, if it had
not been for his reply.

“I wish | never had (o ses you at
all!" he sald Involuntarily, In her
wensitive state of mind the hurt was
nil she feli—not the. deoper meaning
that lay behind the words,

“I'l]l relieve you f my presence for
nwhile,” she Nashed back. Hefore she
gave herself time 1o think she had
left the garden, with something which
might be called a founee., "“When
people suy things llke that to you,"
whe sald os she walked away from
him, “It's earryving belng an invalid @
littie too far!™

Allan heard the side door slam. He
lind never suspecied before that Phyl-
I's had & temper. And yet, what
could he have said? But she gave
him no oppertunity to find out. In
Just ahout the time 1t might take to
find gloves and a parnsol, ancther

door elunged In the distances, The
stremt door.  Phyllis had evidently
pone oul

Phyllis, on her awift way down the
sireot, grew angrier and ungrier. She
Iried to persuadp herself to muke al-
lowances for Allan, but they refused
to be made, She felt more bitterly

tomvard Mo (hai slis ever Tiaad lowaid
any ane in her life. If she only hadn't
lewined over him and been sorry for

hign, just bhefore ahe kot o slup in the
face ks that!
Kha wulked raplidly down ths main

street of the little village She hard
Iy knew where ahe was going  She
had bhaan ecallod on v most o 1

loeal people, Lut she did not fesl |ike
hoing arFrcoahls, or making formal
oalln. Just now

And what! was the use of making
frionds, any wny, whan she was going
backK (9 her rags, poor little Olndar-
elin thur nhie wan! Beloaw and around
and abova svoryvthing elsa cama the
stinging thourh: that she had glven
Allan so much--that sie had takkey se
much for grantsd.

Her quick ateps finally took her to
the outskirts of the village, 1o a little

Ereen streteh of woods., Thera ahe
wilked up and down for ,whllc try-
Ing to think more quietly. ' She i‘nl.lml

the tide of her an,
ly, and her mind
axcuses for Allan,
the way to get qulet--thinking of
Allan!  Bhe tried to put him reso-
Iutaly from her mind, and think about
her own futues plans, The first thing
to do, she decided, was Lo rub up her
Ilt‘rnry work a litile,

towas with an unexpacted fesling
of having returned to her own place
that ahe crossed the marble Noor of
the village ilhrary. She felt ans If sho
ought to hurry down to the  cloak
room, Instead of walting lelsurely at
tha dealt for her card,

It all seomed uneannily like home. -
Lhere was oven a mirl Inslde the denk
Wha looked like Anne Hlack of her
awn Gresnway Hranch. Phyllls could
heur, with o falnt amussment, that
the girl wan soolding encrgetioally in
Anna Black's own way, The words
struck on her gulek cars, though they
wara not Intended (o carry:

"That's what comea of trusting to
voluntear help, Telephones at  the
Inst moment ‘ahe has o headache,’ and
not & single moul tn look after the
story hour! And the children are
aimost all here already.”

“We'll just have o send them
hume sald the other irl, looking up
from her trayful of cards. “It's tee
Inte to get anybody else, and good-
ness knows we can't geot (t In!'"™

“They ought 40 have another
librarian,” fretted the mirl who looked
Itke Anna. “Thay could afford it wall
anough, with thelr soldlers’ monu-
maents and all”

Fhyllls smiled to herselt where she
wan Investignting the card catmlogue.
It all sounded so exceedingly natursl
Then that swift inatinct of hers to
help enught her over to the deak, and
she heard hersslf suying:

“I've had some n||url|mu in ot
telling; mayhe | could help you wit
the story hour, I eouldn’t help hear-
g that your atory teller has disap-
pointed you"

The mirl like Anna fell on her with
rapture,

“Heaven must have sent you." sha
nsil. Thae nther one, evidently slower
mnd more cautious by nature, rose
too, and camo towagd her. “You have
A card hers, haven't yout" she sald,
1 think I've seen you™

“Yen," Phyllls sald, with & pang at
apeaking the nome she had grown to
leve hearing: “I'm Mrs. Harrington—
Fhyllin. Harrington. We live at the
other end of the village."

“Oh, In the houss with the garden
all ahut off fram the lana!" pald the

r ebbing sudden.
rming nall sorts of
Hut that was not

girl like Anna, delightadly “That
lovely old houss thot ysed o belong
to the Jamesons. Oh, yes, T know

You're hera for the summer, aren't
you, and your husband has besn very
e

"Eanuliy,” said Phyilis, amiling,
though ahe wished people wouldn't
talk about Allan! They seemed poa-
pesand to mention him

“Wa'll be obliged forevar If you'll
An 11" sald the other girl, evideatly
the head |ibrarian. “Can you do [t
now? The ghildren ara waiting."

“Cartainly,” aald Phyllis. and fol.
Inwad the younger girl straightway
tn the hapament, whera, It asamed,
the story-hour was held,

She wondarsd, as they want, 11 tha
rirl anvisd har expansively perigh-
ahla summer organdy, with (i1s filying
nashen and postly accansories; {f tha
mirl thournt abhout her awineing few.
eirien and andiess lslsure with & wish
to hava tham for hereslf. She had
wanted such things, she knew, when

slis was being happy on $0 a month,
And perhiaps soma of the women she
had watched then bad had heartaches
under their furs .

The children, sluldr sitting o a
docorous ring ob their low chalrs,
soemed after the firat surprise to ap-
prove of Phyllis. The librurian lin-
gered for a lttle by way of keeplong
arder if It should be neceasary,
wiiched the competent aweep with
which Phyilis gatherad the children
around her, hueard the openlng of
the atary, and left with an alr of
astonished approval,

Phyilis, Into bast story tsiler of the
Greenway Brancl, watched her go
with & bit of professiooal triumph o
her heart.

Hhe told the children stories LIl the
tima was up, and thon “Just one
story more” dhe had not forgutien
how, she found. But ahe never told
them the story of "How the Kiephant
Got His Frunk,” that foollsh, fas-
cinating story-hour classic thet she
had told Allan the night his mother
had died; the siory that had ssot
hine to sleep quietl 51" the fArst un;.
in yonrn, . 0 ST, WS avery-
lhlf\l In the world conhected with
Allan in some way or other?

It waas nearly 6§ when she went u
ongulfed in ohlildren, to the elrculat.
ing room, There the night-ll
cuught her, Hhe had evidently
told to try to get Phylis for mors
atory-hours, for she did her w
make her promdss,

They tnlked shop together for per-
haps an hour and & hall. Then the
rowing Lwilight reminded Fhyllls
t it was Lime to back, H
had been ahirkl going home, nhe
roalized now, all aftornoon. Hhe
said good-by to the night-librarian,
and went on down the village streot,
lagging unconsaiounly. It must have

besnn about 8 by this time

It was a mile back to the house.
Bhe could have tnken the trolley part
of the way, but she folt restiess and
like walking, Hhe thiad forgotten that
walking at night throngh well-known,
well-lighted cily sireats and golng in
half-dusk through country hyways
wers two different things. She was
destined to be reminded of the differ-
ence,

“Can vou help a poor man, lady?”
sald 1 whining voice behind her, whon
she had & quarter of the way yet
1o go,

Hhe turned to see A hl?
toreifying bruta with a half-propitint-
ink, haif-Neros lnok on his heavy,
unstiaven face. Hhea was deaperataly
frightened. Khe had been spoken to
onve or twice In  the cily., but
there waa always & policeman, ar A
house vou ecould run into I you
had to

Put here. In the unguarded Aunk of
a eountry lane, it was & different mat.
tar. The long gold ehaln that swung
below Lie= walst, the hig diamond on
her finger, the gald mesh-purse all
the jewolry ahs took such & vhllrihk':
delight in wearing—she remombercd
them b e o

Bhe was no hrown-clad lttle work-
ing xirl now, to alip along disregardad.
And the tramp did not look like a
deserving object.

“1t you will come to the houss to-
maorrow,” she sald, frurrying on as ahe
spoke, "I'll have seme work for vou.
The Arst house on this strast that you
come to." She did not dare to glve him
anything, or send him away

"Won't you gimma somethin’ now,
Indy 7" whined the tramp, coniinuing
to fallow. “I'm & starvin’ man "

Bha Aared not open her purss and
anpoass him by -ﬁ'm hm money: -
ahe had too much with her. Thal morn-
ing ahe h-’d roceived ;Trl: ah;'ct %1:

or monthly m r.

snther, sent QW down to cash ik

tramp, &

rld Daily Magazine. Saturday, OCpti'-bc'i'_ 18, 19158
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the tramp.  In the ha!f ght 1t migng
have aan hoy goid mes g
l “Thare's my Wwoney w0 ot 1117 ahe
Paaped—and ran for Ler 00 The
tramp. 4% she had hoped L6 would,

Aashed harck afier it and gove hier (he
start ate needed

Breaibilvas, lerrified 1o death, ahe
raced an, teariag her frock, dropptog
the library sards and parasol she atill
fhnd held in her hand  Oace she
L emught her saah on & ree wire, Ouee
| hor wlipper hesl caught and nearly
threw Ler. The chase seemed unend.
in
:m eotild hear the dreadful foot.
stops of tha tramp behind ber, and
hin enarling, secaring vales panting
out threats  Me was Arunk, she pe.
aliged with another thrill of horrer
I was & nightmare happonine

On and on abe stumbled and fell,
eaught herself -but the tramp had
| gained, Then at last the almost In-
| vinibie gap in the hadges, and she fled
| throvh

“Allan’ Allan! Allan!™  ahe
serenmed, flesing Instinetly to bhis
vhalr,

The rose parden was ke a place of
snchanted peace after tha terror of
outside.  Hor quick  wvikion an  ahe
rushed In was of Allan stifl thers,
moveless i his ohalr, with the littis
Wack bulldog 1ying asleep across his
arma and shoulder like & shild

1t often lay #o. As sha antarsd,
the weena hroke up bafare her ayes
ke u dissolving view, Ehe saw the
Httle  dow wake and make what
seamed one fying spring to  tha
tramp's thront, snd sink his testh in
ft—and Allan, at her scroam, spring
from his chalr

'hyllis fogot averything at the sight

of Allan, standing. Wallls and the
outdoor man, who had run te the
spot at Phyllie's sereams, wers deale
ing with the tramp, who was writh-
ing on the graas, choking and atrik-
Ing out wildly. But neither FPhylils
nor Allan saw that, Which caught
the other In an embrace they never
knew. They stood locked together,
torgetiing everything else, he in the
|den of her paril, she In the wonder
of his standing. "
l *Oh, darliog, darling!"” Allan was
saying over and over agaln. "You
are safo—thank heaven you are safe!
Oh, Phyllis, 1 could nevar forgive my-
welf If you had been hurt! Phyllis!
Hpeuk to me!"

But Phyllis's own safety did not
concern her now., 8She could think
only of ons thing. “You can stand!
You can stand!" she reltsrated. Then
a wonderful thought came to her,
wtriking ncross the others, aa sha
ntoond  locked (n this mirsoulously
ralsed Allan's arms.  She spoke with-
out knowing that sha hed sald It
nloud, “DPo you ears, tono? she sald
very low, Then the dominant thought
returned. “You must sit down agaln,'
she said hurriedly, to cover hor cons

fuslon, and what ahe had sald,
“Pleaan, Allan, ait down, Pleass, dear
—you'll tire yoursslf."

Allan sank tnto his chinir ngain, still
holding her.  HBha dropped on  her
kneea besida him, wlig her arms
around him. She had a little leisure
now to ohsarve that Wallls, the sver-
resourcaful, had tied the tramp neatly
with the outdoor man's suspenders,
which were nearer the surfacs than
hin own, and suecended in prying off
the atlll unappeased Foaxy. who avl-
dently was wronged at not having
the tramp to finlah. Thoy carried him
off, Inta the bagk kitchen garden.
Allan, now that he was certaln of
Phyllis's safety, pald them not the
least attentjon.

“Did you mean |17 he aald pas-
slonataly,  “Tell me, dld you mean
what vou sald?”

Phyllin dropped har dishavellad haad
on Allan's shoulder,

“I''v afrald—I'm ng to ery, and

and I know you don't like 1t!" she
panted. Allun half drow, half gulded
her up Into his armas,

“Wan (t true?' he Insisted, giving
har an Impulsive 1ttle shake, She sat
up on his knees, wide-syed and wel-
cheakad ke o child

“Hut you knew that all along!™ sha
sald. “That wos why [ feit s0 hu-
miliated. It was you that I thought
dldn't care" —

Allan lanughed joyounly,

“Care!™ ho sald. I should think 1
did, first, last and all the tima! Why,
Phyllis, child, didn't | behave like a
brute hecause | woas Jealoun enough
of John Hewitt to throw him In the
river? e was the first man you had
aaen since you married me-—alirae-
tiva, und, well, and elever, and all that
=it would have beon natural enough
If you'd liked him.*

“"Liked him!" sald Phyllls In 4ls-
Aain. "When there was you? And 1

thought—1 thonght 1t was the mem.
ury of Lonlse Frey that made you act
that way You 4idn’t want o talk
about her, and you sald It was all o
mintale™ —

“I was a brute saldd Allan again,
"It was the memory that 1 was about
an uselful aa o ras doll, sad that the
world was full of live men wilh real
legn and arms, rendy to fall in love
with you"

here's nobiady bul

worid Y whispered Phylile.

the
. < -
vou're wall now, or you will be spon,"
nhe added Joyously. Bh» slipped away
from him. “Allan, don't you want to
try to stand aguin® If you did il then
you can do it now,"

“Yen, by Jove, | do!™ he sald, DBut
this thime the effort to rise waa notiee-
abia. Bull, he could do it, with Phyl-
Hia's mager help,

“It must have been what Dr. Haw-
It calied neurnsthenle Inhib'ijor*™
pald Phyllin, watching the mirasie of
A stapding Allnn “That wax what
we weare talking about by the door
that night, u foolish hoyt = » @
Oh, how tall you are! [ nover regl
1red Jou woare tall, lylog down, somde

how M{Okmmﬁl“
\

“1 dom't
\

You in

atied we was |
iwve ¥

Wy pat™
» AT el e,
Al poa g it
the s of Adan's '1”
whus 1o amwve fowr oe
you meie abie 1o ot

Yaur
eiowe mitnd  elam dows on
uscies and  was  convinosd
tuuldn't,. Be ne malter how
You cansciowsly g
maky the niusclos go -
sirangly exctied 1t broke
Hab-—Jusl wa peapie san
i delitium or ssoiiement thed
cauldn’l pussibly isuve ai ether
I you nee™

T 40" sl Allan,
of her neck irreievantly.
Body d 1iied (o shoot ine up Nive poars

soma
au I might be & well man
s a autiful E

wurd
Puythia, inhitition,
- M you won't be serions!™ said
0.

L
What & L
wurids you Knew!™

"Wl huve e be” sald
laughing, “for here'n W and 'i
live from the dlnmm?.l.h
| thought they carrisd our friend
tramp out through the
must have gona all the way

Fhyllis was seorstly certain
Wallis had been ing
all ho sald wn.%-n taken
tramp to the lock-up, sir”

Bul his master and his mistrsss

¥

were not so 4
him nhlﬂlgll.r'.'lr-m :E.

"1".‘ “l:.t
hen they went in, for Phyllis was
sure Allan neoded thorough
nftor all this, Hhe ﬂ.l. o o
head to ool horself wilth jo L
@llement, but she did not even knew
IL And it was Jo past dinner time,
:-;::htrng onc but l‘u.ihuu. to
] naws m
‘li'.f"“ I'O'l"l"'ﬂﬁ L8 .
Yo always wanted to hol
in my arms uu"n{." sald Au.i m
that evening as ¢ l‘ stood In the
rose-garden again: “but I thought |
never would. . . . Phyllls, did
You ever want me te?™
It was too beautiful a moonlight

night to waate |
on the poreh, ;h?. "“..::

atwy

“Oh, you must
Phylits hurriedly,

of tha eclircle of

mustn't stand till we find how much

Is enough. . . ., I'm ng to send
for the walfhound weoak. You'
won't mind him now, will youm™

“INd you ever want to here in
my arina, Phyils ™

*Of course not!™ sald as A

Pt VG S

“"Well, my wife?"

“I've often wondored just whers I'd
":lfh ta," lllﬂl‘:"l‘l{llll inarush ...
“Allan, p ‘t stand any longer!™

‘TIl lle down If you'll sit on the
couch by me”

“Very well,” sald Phyilis;
obadiently in the gurve of
whon he had settled h
old itlon, the one
much more nat

“Mine,

talking about aunnulments.! ., . ,

You remember that dear,
after mother died? ; .m
with grief apd ph g

:'I“ml to. gut h:vuuurd
inﬂw—l'l th:lum L mﬁ

ours, as I've sean

imes mince—half m:'n
ma then—with all your pret
Inone, and g,n angslle sort
oxpect I was

thing on.
E-.u.--[ don't remember how 1
strong littla hands of

mho’ to mea and qullwm

foll fast asloap, You

firet conmecutive =
ness :::d tu-.ngth were 5 .ﬂ
you me,

s ou stayed I
been on that ste -
ning that seemad so far & now.
"l was afrald of you at first. Put I

ut 1 know
months, Tt felt as if life & |,
"1 remember,"
Bhe ll-l:l‘bﬂ‘ m&m m
ave
falt that, too,

as i [ were givi
my strength. f was po glad i.:el'l,:?
And then | fell aslesp, too, over on

your shoulder.*
“"You never told me that” sald

Mi'“l reproachiully. Phyllls laughed
& little,
"There never ssemed to be any

point in our conversations whers It
Nited in peatly,” she sald demurely,
Allan laughed, too.

"You should have made one. Butl
what | was going to tell you was—I
think 1 began to be in love with you
then, [ didn't kpnow 1t, but I did.
And It gol worse and worse but |
didn’t know what alled me Ll Johany
drifted in. bleas his bheart! Then }
did,  Oh, Phyllis, It was awful! Te
have you with ms all the time, agt-
g like an apgel, walling on me
nand and fool, and not knowing
whether you had any use for ma or
not! And you naver kissed me
good-night lust night.*

Payllis did not answer. She only
bont w lirtle, and klssed her husband:

on The e vepy swostly gud simply,
of her own nccord, f:u; ahe s

nothing then of the long, restleas,
bhalf-happy, half-wretched time when
aliv had loved him and pever even
hoped he would care for ber. There

war time for all that, ‘There were
E0InE Lo be long, Joyous Years (o=
gether, years of lelog «a

Ll
woman,” as ahe had so pagsionat
winhed to be that day in the L

Hhe would never again need to envy
any woman happiness or love or
Inughter. It was al] hefore her now,
auth and Joy and lave, and

“==*lan, soon to be , and lo

wing nobody else but her!
4, I love you, Allan!" was all

(rue BRD),
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